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I have loved flowers that fade, 
Within whose magic tents 
Rich hues have marriage made 
With sweet unmemoried scents: 
A honeymoon delight, 
A joy of love at sight, 
That ages in an hour: 
My song be like a flower! 
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The House Of The Lord 
By Gary Frazier 
Stonecoal was oppressingly hot, even in the late evening shade which had 
engulfed the quaint little eastern Kentucky mountain community. There was a 
calmness everywhere, broken only by the occasi.ona'J fluttering of wings as the 
birds prepared for the oncoming fall of darkness. The air hung heavy with the 
pungent odor of the smoldering slate dump at the south end of town. The sun 
sh:me weakly on the tops of the dark, green blanketed mountains, not revealing 
the pock marks on the lower slopes created by mine entrances and tipples, en-
crusted with layers of coa'J dust. The snakelike dirt roads were still visible as 
they wound erroneously to their various destinations. At the north end of town 
ran Bull Creek, the lazy little stream which became a torrid killer in the months 
of January and February. Preacher Noah Porter walked along the cre.ek bank 
in the faltering light, pondering .over the meeting that wou'Jd take place in just a 
few minutes. He was a huge man, standing over six feet tall and weighing two-
hundred fifty pounds, but he had the look in his eyes of a Holy man (so said the 
people of Stonecoal). 
"Tonight it'll be short," said Preacher Noah to himself. 
"Noah," called an unknown voice from inside the tent about fifty yards away 
that Preacher Noah ca'lled the house of the Lord. 
"I'll be there directly," he shouted as he slowly made his way to th.e entrance 
of the large earth colored tent. 
As Preacher Noah enter_ed the tent, he observed the identical sight he had 
seen for the last two weeks; every seat was taken and the sides of the tent w_ere 
lined with the townspeople. 
"Good evening, brothers and sisters," cried Preacher Noah. "Ain't it won-
derful to be in the h::mse of the Lord?" 
"Amen," resounded the mass of sweating faces. "God yes!" 
"Glory be unto God!" shouted Preacher Noah. "He's with us again tonight. 
I can f_ee'J his presence. I know you can too. Can y.::m feel him Brother Jake 
Shepherd?" 
"Lord yes, Preacher Noah!" replied the grizzily old man in the front row. 
"I know that God is here with us tonight just the same as he has been for two 
glorious we_eks that you've been in Stonecoal doing God's work." 
The tent resounded with cries stating that indeed he was there. The Lord 
was with them again tonight. 
"I knew you could feel him," raved Pr_eacher Noah, "I knew you could. But 
children, before I say what I got to say here tonight, I want you all to stand for 
a word of prayer. Brother Jim Ratliff, wm you lead us in a few words of 
prayer?" 
"Hope he doesn't pray kmg," thought Preacher Noah, ''I've got to get to 
Grundy before eight o'clock. 
Getting his wish, Preacher Noah gorged himself with emotion and slowly 
began to speak: 
"Children, as you all know, this is my last night with you. The Lard has 
called me to go on and save more souls; just like I've done here for the past two 
weeks. Friends, when I came here to Stonecoal, I had that little ragged tent 
where we held our first week of meetings. But now, thanks to you good Christian 
people, I now have this fine new house of the Lord in which more lost souls will 
be brought to the Lord than ever before. It was surely a blessing from above. 
God b'Jess each and every one of you that gave of your hard earned money to 
further God's word." 
Fighting back the tears, Preacher Noah continued, "Brethren, tonight when 
I was standing on that creek bank, the Lord spoke to me!" 
"Hallelujah!" cried the mass. "Hallelujah!" 
"He said to me: 'Preacher Noah, your work is done in Stonecoal.' And 
friends, I'd like to say that I'd stay in Stonecoal the rest of my days if I could, 
but I'm a man of the Lord and I go where he sends me. I'm going t:J ask the 
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R.everend Paul Sizemore, together with Brother Jake Shepherd, to finish this 
service. I have many miles to travel and the Lord wants me to 'leave now. I'll 
be back in a few days to get the tent. God bless y::m and farewell," muttered the 
beloved Preacher Noah as he walked out of the tent, tears streaming from his 
eyes. Once on the outside, Preacher Noah dried his eyes and proceeded to his 
1952 Ford. 
"Ought to be in Grundy in ab:mt an hour," thought Preacher Noah. "Just in 
time to preach one good sermon." 
One hour and ten minutes later, Preacher Noah stopped in front of a ragged 
little tent that was set up in the ball park in Grundy, Virginia. The people were 
just beginning to take their seats inside the tent. Preacher Noah 'left his car 
and walked to the entrance of the little tent. As he enter.ed he looked over the 
congregation. 
"Good evening, brothers and sisters, ain't it wonderful to be in the house of 
the Lord?" 
"God yes," rang the answer. 
Arriving at the traditional pulpit, Preacher Noah surveyed the inside of his 
ragged little tent. 
"Brethren, just think ::if how many more souls we could save if we just had 
a bigger tent!" 
Libido 
By Sally Ellen Jayne 
0 driving force, 0 pulsing lust, 
That from the depths of fl.esh 
Screams forth its cry: 
"I must live!" O boundless energy, 
0 Surging intensity to be alive! 
You are gone from me, 0 lust for life; 
Or were you ev.er a part of my spirit? 
Was I born with.Gut you? 
Do I live by chance, bereft of a 
Desire to exist? Do you slumber 
Within me, in Jost regions of my flesh, 
Waiting for the impetus to goad me? 
Ah, what can I tell! I may, in some 
F.orgotten corner of my being, thirst 
For life. Perhaps. But now I am 
Passive. I care not. Existence stretches 
Before me, a meaning'less wasteland 
Devoid of any fire. 
The Devil Of It 
By Geneva Lyons Thompson 
It was moving day in March, 1930. The couple were a little past middle age, 
~t not yet elderly. The move was to be across the county, a distance of twelve 
miles. The mad passed through the county seat town. There were no trucks in 
the community. Liza and Biil couldn't have hir.ed one if there had been. 
A neighbor with a matched team of fine, white mules and a wagon would 
come at daybreak to start the moving. 
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The little cottage they were getting ready to leave was made .of rough-hewn 
boards- stripped with one-inch stripping. There were two rooms, one unfloored 
and the other rough floored with many cracks and knotholes. It set up on high 
locust posts. The cats, dogs, and chickens starved and fought together under the 
house. The odor didn't bother Bill and Liza. Often the chickens wer.e in the 
house and ·Often the cats were on the table. There wer.e no screens; the flies were 
thick in summer season. The house they were going to was just the same. It was 
as though it had been picked up and transported to another location. 
Liza was just over five feet tall and slight of build. She mov.ed in jerky, fast 
motions. She had coal black hair beginning to grey at the temples. It was sel-
dom washed and was curly enough that combing was possibly painful or maybe 
Liza just didn't have a comb. Anyway, the hair hung in tatt.ed wisps. Today she 
tied a torn apron around her head. She had on three dresses, each a different 
faded co'J.or and each hung in a different place, _giving the effect of scallops. Her 
eyes were dark, bright and flitted from obj3ct to object. They came to rest , 
momentarily. on the alarm clock, her m 3St priz.ed possession. 
She could hear Bill muttering to himself as he picked up corncobs to start the 
fire. It would be the last meal here. She sliced the co"Jd mush from last night's 
supper and put a gob of pork Jard in the skillet. She wished Bill would hurry. 
The wagon would be here any minute and they had promised to have the chick-
ens caught and tied. The rooster was crowing. It must be about daylight. The 
rooster f.o'llowed Bill to the doorway and c1·owed again. She picked up the broom 
and ran over Bill to chase the rooster. It was bad luck for him to crow in the 
door. She beat him with the brocim . It was all right to tear up the broom be-
cause that was something she couldn't move. That was bad luck, too, moving 
a broom. 
Bill picked himself up and started gathering the cobs he had br-ought in to 
make the fire. He wished Liza would hurry back. He never could bufld a fire. 
He poked in the ashes and dug out the horseshoe that Liza kept there to keep the 
hawks away from the chickens. 
Bill had on pants thre.e or four inches t::io big around the waist. He used a 
fodder twine to hold them up. His shoes were laced with fodder twine, too. The 
shoes were ripped and one big toe stuck clear out of the shoe. His ankles were 
crusted with suet and farm dirt. He didn't own a pair of s::icks, and he didn't miss 
them. His beard was white and had been growing over a week. He usually 
shaved on Sundays, but, lately, he's baen puny and the 'last Sunday was rainy and 
dark, and he couldn't get Liza to go to the spring for water or build a fir.e to heat 
it. 
He heard the wagon coming up the hill. It was a creek-gravel pike. The 
sound carried in the early morning dampness. He hoped Mr. Jones had brought 
someone to help with the lifting. He'd been down in his back for a spell. It 
seemed 'like the buckeyes just didn't have much power anymore, that was the 
devil of it. 
Liza fluttered back into the kitchen. "Ain't you got that fire agoin' yet? 
You ain't worth the powder and lead it would take to blow yore head off. Git 
out.en my way, Old Man." 
"Hello, Bill. Good moring, Liza. Are you ready to go?" Mr. Jones was call-
ing from the yard. 
"Well, I ain't g ot the chickens ketched up and tied, is the devil of it," Bill 
answered. "Also, I ain't et yet." 
"Go ahead and eat. I brought Norville with me. We'll catch and tie the 
chickens while you and Liza eat your breakfast." 
Mr. Jones and Norville climbed int:J t)le trees and caught the flopping, 
squawking chickens. They laid each one on its back and erossed its legs tying 
them just above the feet. They la id them in a pile and went into the house. "Is 
ev.erything packed, Liza?" Mr. Jones asked. 
"Yes, my dishes are in that wash tub, so handle it keerful. The Good Book 
and the Sears catalogue air in the bottom." 
Bill wiped his greasy mouth with the back of his hand and whined, "I ain't 
got that shuck mattress tied up, is the devil of it. I just couldn't roll it up my-
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se'lf." 
Mr. J.:mes and Norville rolled and tied the mattress. Norville stepped on a 
rocker of the rocking chair as he carried the mattress to the wagon. Liza ran 
across the room and plopped into the chair. Everyone knew it was bad bad luck 
f.::ir an empty chair to rock. 
Their few clothes and linens were tied in an old grey sheet. Mr. Jones tossed 
the sma'll bundle into the wagon. The bed was quickly taken down and loaded. 
The rocking chair, two cane bott:imed chairs, one of them rebottomed with fodder 
twine, were quickly loaded. Liza grabbed her alarm clock when they started to 
load the dress.er. She never let it out of her hand after that. She knew the cats 
couldn't be moved, s-:i she put the rest of the mush out for them. The hound dogs 
were called and tied in the wagon. 
The men had a hard time with the stove. It was still hot. Bi'Jl couldn't lift 
it because of his back, of course. But he managed to get in the way and the 
stove pipe fell -::in him, cutting a gash over his eye. Liza couldn't tend to it be-
cause of her clock but she told Norville how to rub soot from the chimney in the 
cut t::i stop the bleeding. She would have ·iaid a cold knife between Bill's shoulder 
blades but the knives were loaded. 
Finally, everything was on the wagon. Bill laid down in the wagon bed be-
cause his back was hurting but neither Mr. Jones nor Norville could remember 
his having lifted anything. Liza insisted on setting in one ·Of the chairs. When 
Mr. Jones spoke to the team, they responded quickly. The chair overturned, 
Liza lay on her back, kicking and screeching. The team got excited and hard-
to-manage. The faster they went, the louder she screamed, and the J.ouder she 
screamed, the faster they went. Mr. Jones wrestled with the reins while Norville 
got Liza rightcside-up and put his hand over her mouth unti'J she got quiet. 
"That Liza fust can't be quiet, that's the devil of it," Bill said, not bothering 
t:i get up. However, he did finger the rabbit's foot that he always carried for 
such emergencies. 
Things were moving along smoothly, when they came to the county seat. 
Bill was asleep. Liza was interested in gawking around at the people. Mr. Jones 
and Norville were anxious t-::i get through town with as little commotion as pos-
sible. Right in front of the county courthouse, Liza's alarm clock went off. Bill 
sat up and gazed wildly around, shouting, "Liza, y.::iu crazy woman, you just 
can't tell time, is the devil of it." 
One of the hounds started how'ling, soon they all joined in a chorus. Norville 
tried t::i persuade Liza to let him shut off the clock, but she held it near her ear 
and smiled, shaking it a little when it seemed ready to run down. 
The noise scared the chickens and they began to squawk. The hors.es were 
nervous at the unusual traffic of the town already and they ran off. 
Norville grabbed the brake and hung on f.::ir dear life. Mr. Jones pu'Jled at 
the reins and tried to quiet the team. The hullabaloo drew a crowd before the 
wagon passed out of city limits. 
When they got -:iut of town, Bi!J and Liza were arguing about telling time. 
Norvi'lle doubted if either could tell time. But L.i.za was hopping mad. She in-
sisted she wouldn't ride in the wagon with Bill and he said he "jist warn't gonna 
walk." Th3y argued until Mr. Jones threatened to put them both -out. Liza de-
cided that she would ride on the coupling pole. In spite of all the three men could 
do, she c'Jimbed over the back of the wagon and straddled the coupling pole, still 
holding her alarm clock. 
They were nearing the new home. The horses were quieter, tired from the 
long haul. The dogs were asleep. Th chickens were panting with fear and ex-
citement. Mr. Jones and Norville were anxi-ous to start home. Bill looked at 
Liza, her hair sticking out from under the apron, the skirts of her dresses bfllow-
ing out around her skinny legs. "That woman is just the stubbornest and that's 
the devil ·Of it," he said. 
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Heaven Is Very Bright 
By Neva Simpson Hand 
Heaven is very bright, and 
it brightens brighter as we get there 
and stand about in our togas 
with cigarettes, 
healthy, frustrated, 
in heaven and blind. 
But old age causes blindness 
as old age causes frustration, and 
heaven is anywhere wh,ere old age is brightened. 
The sky is whiter, then whiter, then 
Tee-Vee scr.een black-white, and 
the cigarette is fuzzy and 
used and friendly and 
it is raining and 
we are laughing because in heaven you 
may be blind and you may get wet, but 
brightness is there, and 
.evening slippers the dawn. 
He stood there. 
We were both in heaven. 
Smithfield's mules waited outside. 
The Thief 
By Regina Fannin 
Abigail's room seemed to be ablaze with hundreds of lights when she was 
awakened suddenly. She sat upright, rubbed her sleepy eyes and looked around 
the cluttered-up loft for whatever it was that had awakened her. The moonlight 
that fi'ltered through the cracks between the logs and in the dormer window was 
reflected in every nook and corner of the loft giving it an unerring glow. Half 
frightened she looked around the room she shared with her younger sister and the 
seldom used articles from the main part of the house. Nothing unusual or 
strange. She concentrated hard on ev.ery sound trying to identify each. Still noth-
ing different. Slowly she m oved the patch worked qui;t from her and eased out 
Of the big, hand-carved bed. There it was again! That creaking sound! Her 
heart pounded so that she thought it would surely wake Clarinda. She stood mo-
tionless- listening intently- for what seemed an eternity; but, she did not hear 
the sound again. She peered into every shadow in the room. In one corner her 
mother's dried pumpkin rings were hanging from a rafter and four strings of 
leather breeches from another, and in a neat row along the wall were the stone 
jars of preserves with th2ir sea1ing wax covers. Several of her mother's priz~ 
quilts were over a lin.e that separated this part of the room from the girls' sleep-
ing section. She couldn't see anything th2re that could have made that noise. 
Slowly her gaze drifted around the room past the trunk, th.e che3t, and into the 
far corner among the unused dishes, pots, pans, two lanterns, and a lamp that 
were no longer in use but which were too good to throw away. 
She sank down on the vinegar keg and tried to remember just where she had 
heard that sound before. It had sounded strange, yet familiar. The cool air was 
creeping in through the cracks and she began to shiv"!r. She reached for the big 
black shawl lying in the old rocking chair, wrapped it ab:JUt her shoulders, and 
looked around her. 
"Maybe I'm just dreaming," she murmered, "Grandpa and his spooky stories. 
He shouldn't have told them." 
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Then bits of the stories stirred in her m emory and became so vivid that for 
a while she was really 'Jiving them, especially the one about the strange sounds 
that everyone said came from the old Johnson house this time of the year. That 
big ·old empty house on the hill. She shiv.ered again, remembering the ghostly 
story, and knowing that, if she looked, she could see it from her grandfather's 
room. Her mother had assured her that they were just yarns, but she wasn't 
sure, after all Grandpa swore by them. 
"I wonder if things "Jike that really happen, " she asked her corn shuck doll 
as she reached over to get it frorn the top of the old trunk. "I'm not really 
scared, you know that Dolly, but everything is so spooky in here." she said as 
she gently patted the doll and held it up so she could see it better. 
Clarinda was in a deep snooze as Abigail tucked the covers around her and 
'looked at her sleeping sister wondering how she could Hsten to Grandpa's stories 
-and even tell that one about the ball of fire coming down the hill herself- and 
still sleep like this. She snored, and turned. As she did Abigail grinned, "Your 
snoring, Clarinda, that's what I heard. Why! I must be as crazy as a Betsy-bug 
in June! Up here looking for something at this hour when I only heard you. If 
there was a spook in here or a thief pilfering around out there I couldn't hear him 
for you." She smiled at Clarinda and gently put her d ::ill back in its special spot 
on the top of the trunk. 
Just then Clarinda stopped snoring and Amgail began to listen attentively to 
the faint sounds that penetrated through the cracks. She tip-toed toward the 
window and pulled back the stiff starched muslin curtains with their bright red 
trim and peered out. She stood there breathlessly looking at the vast fields 
bathed in soft moonlight; the barn was a siltiouette against the sky with an the 
features distinct, although the interior was a dark and uninviting hole. Then her 
eyes drifted to the -open corn crib door and she slowly realized that she was the 
last one to use it. Yes, she left it open when he fed the cow, and after all Father 
had said about it. Boy, was she in for it if Father saw it. Somehow she had to 
get out there and Close it bef::ire he went to do the feeding in the morning. She 
pushed her long black hair out of her face, drew the shawl tighter around her and 
sat down on the edge of the bed. She was afraid of whatever it was that had 
awakened her but she was even more afraid of her father's temper, so she chose 
the lesser of the two. But, the problem, how to do it unseen? 
At the top of the scuddle hole she wrapped her long fl;rnnel nighti.e tightly 
around her to keep from tripping and slid down the 'ladder rung by rung. The 
living room floor which had been scrubbed with hickory lye soap had that clean 
fresh smell, and was still damp as Abigail crept over it. A board creaked and 
she stopped, petrified, and l::ioked toward h~r parent's bed. Only uninterrupted 
snores greeted her. Step by step she eased toward the front door and with each 
step she had misgivings- shou·ld she or shouldn't she go out. If only Grandpa 
hadn't told all th-::ise stories. Slowly she lifted th.e latch and slipped out. The 
dark that comes just before dawn greeted her. Again she hesitated-listened. 
Her home sat on a little knoii with an extensive forest in back of it, a bivo-
uac for the wads. Often, when the nights were long and lonesome, she had heard 
the hoot-owls testing their vocal cords and the wolves giving out mournful cries 
as th.ey search: d for food, but now everything was quiet. She did not know how 
long she stood there but at last she ventured toward the crib, determined to get it 
over with and back in bed bef.::ire her father got up. 
As sh.e reached for the door "iatch a big band closed over hers and a gruff 
voice wanted to know what she was doing out there at that time of night. She 
was terrified beyond w ::irds. For a few moments she stared wide eyed. Then 
her mouth began to twitch and quiver and her lower lip drooped as big tears 
start.ed down her cheeks. 
"Speak up!" he snapped in an uncouth manner as he shook her. 
She star ed hard at the bi.g m an but his face was hid by a bandana and he 
had his hat pulled low over his eyes. 
"I-I came to c1::ise- clos.e the- the- crib door," she stammered and looked 
down. "Holy cow! I know you. You're- " but her sentence went unfinished as 
a hand popped over her mouth. 
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"Now, ya don't know me, ya understand." 
"But I do, I'd know that number twelve anywhere. I-" 
"I said ya don't know me. An' if ya tell what ya saw-we'll-I'd know ya 
told an'," he hesitated, then lowered his voice and spoke each word deliberately. 
"It'll be too bad for ya. Understand?" 
The last word was spoken with such force that Abigail understood sh.e must 
not tell what she had seen. S'lowly she shook her head and backed away. As she 
did so the voice of a young boy softly and urgently called. 
"Com.e ·On. Let's git out-a-here!" 
Abigail turned and ran toward the house. As she eased inside she took a 
peep behind her-there was no one to be se.en, not a sound except for the thump-
ing of her heart and the short rapid breaths she sucked in. And for the second 
time that night she slipped through her home like a thief, for now she felt that 
she was a party to the theft. She tossed and tumbled in the feather bed wonder-
ing what to do, she knew she should ten, but she was afraid of the man, her fa-
ther would go straight to hlm and-well, either way she would be in dutch. 
She had dozed off in a troubled sleep wh.en she heard her father call out that 
breakfast was ready. She looked all around, everything was the same, it must 
have been a bad dream. Sh.e punched Clarinda and they both stretched and 
yawned before scrambling out and dressing, They knew to hurry, one time was 
all father called and he expect.ea them to be ready in a reas::mable length of time. 
Everyone gathered around t.he table and waited while Gra11dpa finished comb-
ing his hair and rubbing his whiskers down. Soon he came to the table smiling 
at them. While their grandfather said Grace the gir'ls peeped to see what was 
for breakfast-hot biscuits, gravy, eggs, butter, wild hon.ey, milk and coffee. 
"No meat, Papa, I like meat," murmured Clarinda disappointed. 
"You give thanks for what you have whether much or little," their father said. 
"Come on now child, eat. As soon as the, hogs get fat enough your father 
will butcher," Mother said soothingly. 
After breakfast her father went to feed the stock and soon came rushing 
toward the house beflowing to the top of his lungs. Everyo~ rushed out, with 
Abigail bringing up the rear, knowing beyond a doubt that last night's episode 
was for real. 
"What's the matter, John? What is it?" 
"What's wrong, Son?" 
Only Abigail knew what her father's angry scatter.ea words represented, and 
she was ·silenced by her own fear. 
"The scoundrel-my corn-at least two-my best-where's that dog-gone-
always gone wh.en I need him." 
He was so angry that he was red in the face and puffing like a cobra ready 
to strike. Abigail knew from past experiences that it would be a while before 
he cooled off. 
He walked around in the yard, took a deep breath, ru.bood his hands down 
his legs and turned to his wife, with the words coming slowly and distinctly, 
"Martha, someone's been in the corn again. We won't have enough for the win-
ter. There's tracks this time, two sets. Wish that dog was here. I'm going now 
-on Old Bill." 
"Old BiIJ" was her father's reddish-br.own riding hors.e-the animal that he 
was most fond of-the one that he curried every morning (not that he didn't take 
good care of the others, but Old Bill was the one that rec.eived special attention). 
Old Bill was really a young horse, ful'J of pep and high spirits, sensitive and obe-
dient to his master's touch and sound. He would be waiting for his morning rit-
uals. 
They followed Father to the barn and watched as he saddled the horse, jerked 
the reins, and spoke to Bill But the horse would not budge. 
"Get up there Bill, I ain't got time for you to cavort around here this morn-
ing, get up, I say. The thieves are getting away." 
Her father scolded, begged, and cursed but Old Bill wouldn't go. It seemed 
to Abigail that even Old Bill was, 'like her, helping the thief. Finally he bolted 
for the door when he felt the spur dig in his side-something Abigail had never 
7 
seen her father us.e before. 
"Bill, poor Old Bill," Abigail cried, "Papa shotildn't have taken his spite out 
on him. He only wanted his breakfast." 
She was torn .between her fear and the desire t·O tell her mother what had 
happened. Several times that morning she started•.o yell out that she knew who 
it was but each time she choked back the words, and went about her chores. 
She did not want to feeI her father's anger. 
Today was wash day and she had a Jot to do. She carried the water that 
Clarinda dipped for her from the smal! creek and put it in the big iron kettle to 
heat. (Sometimes, for a joke, Clarinda would put a crayfish in the bucket; but, 
not today. Even she knew better than take a chance on making their father any 
more angry, if that was possible.) Chips had to be carried from the wood yard 
to get a quick hot fire; but, once started, the larger wood burned well. She 
watched her mother sort the clothes before starting the wash and then as she 
rubbed them on the board Abigail and Clarinda rinsed the ones their mother told 
them to and hung them to dry while they took turns punching the white clothes 
as they .boiled. Abigail was up in a tub with the water half way to her knees, 
tromping back and forth over the large rug her mother had made from braided 
rags when she saw her father coming back. 
They all watched as he came up the road, letting Old Bill go free reined. The 
horse and rider turned in at the barn. Father brushed the horse, fed him, and 
hand1ed him lovingly, but never said a word. He turned and looked at the line 
of waiting faces, shook his head slowly and started toward the house with the 
family trailing after. 
"Well," said her father as he toyed with the red checked gingham tablecloth, 
"I suppo3e all of you want to know what happened." 
He looked at each one, then sipped his coffee and began. 
"I took off fol1owing those tracks through the bottom and then on to the 
back path, down past the creek and to the main road. I lost them there but I 
went on down the road to get Mr. Patch to help me." Father tasted his coffee 
again and continued, "Now, you know I was as mad as blue blazes when I left 
here this morning. It just ain't right for a man to work hard and then have 
someone walk in and carry it off." He broke off and looked at them before he 
absently added, "You know I should take time off to visit my neighbGrs; I've 
only .been in their yard a couple of times before." 
"Yes, John." 
"We11, I knock on the doGr and after a bit James comes to it and peeps out. 
'Mornin' John. What brings ya out this early?' he says. 'Some thieves helped 
themselves to some more of my corn last night and I tracked them to the main 
r.oad,' says I. He eyed me for a few moments then he drew a deep br.eath and 
said, 'Well?' 'Well, I lost the tracks there.' He op.ened the door a little wider 
and told me to come on in. Very 'little light came through the two small win-
dows and it was rather dark inside. He went to the fireplace and poked at the 
half burned J.ogs that were smoldering there, turned and eyed me again. 'Ya say 
ya lost the tracks at the road? ' 'That's right.' 'Air ya goin' to look further 
down the road?' 'Should I ?' 'Now what-a-ya mean by that? ' 'Nothing, nothing 
at all. I thought maybe y.:iu might have seen or heard someone.' 'Nope, narry 
a soul, but 1'11 help ya look as soon as Matilda gits us some grub.' Again he 
paused, then added, I thanked him anyway and told hlm I'd already had mine, 
but I said I'd take a second cup of coffee, if it wasn't too much trGuble.'' 
Abigail, with her elbows propped on the table and her chin resting in her 
hands, watched her father intently as he picked at the dried apple pie her mother 
had set before him, usually he ate Iike he worked, fast, but now he scarcely 
touched it. She was so engrossed with Father's b.ehavior that she lost part 
of his story. 
"- I tell you it was awful, you'll just have to go to see it yourself before you 
can believe it. Now you kn::iw I don't talk about my neighbors, about what they 
have or don't have, but-. Wen, anyway Mrs. Patch was fixing breakfast in a 
lean-to kitchen, with the only light coming from the fireplace, and the children 
were still in bed. She poured me a mug of coffee from a large blaek pot that was 
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boiling on th.e back of the stove. Well, I hated to be impolite and rude, but, that 
coffee was- well, it was like nothing I had ever tasted before. I - well- it had a 
strange taste, and I couldn't help asking what kind it was. Martha, you know 
what she said-he waited for her to nod 'no' then he continued. Tm sorry sir,' 
she says, 'but that ain't real coffee. Y:::m see, we can't afford to buy coffee, what 
with James not workin' and all, so we crack corn and I brown it then bi1e it to 
mak.e a hot drink. It does in a pinch like we're in now, we got U3ed to it. Oh, but, 
we used to get Arbuckle all the time. It's g.ciod and you get such good things 
with the ku'puns. That's how I got this here coffee pot.' 'Well,' I says, 'this is 
the first time I have ever tasted this kind of coffee, and I mut say it is a little 
different.' 
"Even in the glow from the fireplace I cou'Jd see James' face was red-I 
guess mine would have too, if that was the best I could offer- and he roared, 
'Breakfast,' and started pounding on the split log ceiling with the poker. It 
wasn't long before I heard the shucks rattle and about a dozen kids scrambled 
down the scuddle hole. (I didn't kn::iw th.ey had so many.) They were a'Jl sizes 
and some were only half dressed, some had shoes, others didn't, and all were in 
need of a bath, They lost no time scrambling around the rough board table-
•One asked if they had any oil for the lamp yet-got on the log benches and waited 
until their father seated himself. Each got his portion of meal gravy, fried apples 
and coffee. They were so intent on what they were doing that not a word was 
spoken while they ate." ' 
Her father sat quietly, looking at each face ar.::iund him, but apparently see-
ing something back at the Patches. After a few moments of silence Mother and 
Grandpa broke in-. 
"How awful. What else happened, John?" 
"Yes, Son, what? Did you find the thief?" 
Abigail looked fr.::im one to the other, wondering what was coming next. 
Nothing- her father remained silent. Slowly he pushed his chair back, walked 
around the table, patted his daughters on the head, picked up his hat, and 
h~ded for th.e door. 
"I've more important things to do than tci search the country for four bush-
els of corn. Mr. Patch and the oldest boy are coming over to help me fix a new 
type door ·On the crib, one that won't be so easy to get into, then they're helping 
me build those fences I've been wanting built before winter." 
All Mine Now 
By K. Hamilton Dippel 
"Come in, my friend. Sit down. I'm happy to see that you final'ly made it. 
"Relax. Draw a little closer to the fire. There's nothing like a roaring fire 
to take the chill out of your bones after a long, cold journey; don't you agree? 
~ "Come now; dcin't look so nervous- I'm a friend of yours. Even if you don't 
know me, you wil1 soon enough. You see, I know you very well. 
"You're just 'dying' to ask some questi<ms, aren't you? Be patient. You'll 
have all your questions answer.ed in just a few short moments. 
"Let me see now. Your name is-Andrew Rennis. You were born in-
Bellvue. Pennsylvania, on July 16, 1927. Correct so far? 
"Good! 
"You led a very quiet, sheltered life as a chfld- didn't you, Andrew? Your 
mama was always looking out for you-taking go3d care of her little 'Andy'. 
She made sure that none of those 'nasty' boys in the neighborhood took advantage 
of 'her poor, little baby'. It got pretty sickening after your tw.entieth birthday-
didn't it, Andrew? 
"'Be a go3d, little boy, Andy. Don't do this, Andy! Don't do that, Andy! 
Make sure you're home early tonight, Andy, or Mommy wi'll worry'. I don't blame 
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you for finally packing up and moving away. You had a pretty hard life up 
until then. 
"Stop looking so surprised, Andrew old boy. Everything I've said so far is 
the truth, isn't it? Of course it isl You even began to hate her; hate her with 
al1 the passion only a young man is capable of, didn't you? That's the real rea-
son you ran away. Make excuses to yours.e'Jf; raUonalize if you wish. I know the 
real Andrew Rennis. 
"There now, Andrew, haven't you started to relax yet? Move a little closer 
to the fire. There's no reason to be afraid. I'm here t·o help you. As a matter 
of fact, I've helpzd you a great deal already, but we'll come to that a litt'le later. 
Where was I now? Oh yes! You ran away from home. 
"It wasn't too easy for you those first few years, was it? One job after an-
other-from one hotel to the next. Always, you went down, down, down. And 
yet, you really surprised me, boy! I never heard you oomplain once; not ev.en one 
little 'damn'. You w3re an amazing fellow! Perhaps you didn't know any better 
or perhaps you were just so glad to be away from home that y.::m didn't care how 
hard a life you led, as long as you were left on your .own! I don't rea'lly know, 
or care, for that matter. 
"Finally everything started getting you down, didn't it? You began to get 
sick and tired of having to scr-ape f.::ir your living. You .began to feel that there 
must be better things in life than $48.50 a ~eek, and cheap, second-rate hot.el 
rooms. Andrew, you finally b3gan to wake up! It took you a whi1e but that old 
brain of y:mrs finally started working. It did my heart good to see you com.e 
out of that complacent shell you had shut yourself within. 
"You see, I had been watching you for quite a while. In fact, it was exactly 
six years, thr2e months, on.e week, two days, thirteen hours, f.::mr minutes and 
twenty-two seconds when you finally awoke to the truth of your miserable situ-
ation! I pride myself on keeping pretty accurate reoords. I knew the day would 
com3 when you'd need my help. But, I'll have to confess- you had me worried. 
I almost thought I had chosen the wrong man; you took so long! Any other 
normal pers::m would have grown dissatisfied within a year or two, at the most. 
I stil'J can't understand where I miscalculated. Oh well, at least you finally did 
snap out of it! 
"I was honestly overjoyed that I would, at last, be able to give you some 
assistance. If I had tried to help you before I did, more than likely, it would have 
been to no avail! You wmildn't have even paid attention. But, the 'wait' was 
well worth it. You came through like a trooper, Andrew! All I had to do was 
sit back and wait for the right moment. Of course, I had to devise some way of 
giving you help without y.our suspecting what I was doing. 
"You know what I'm talking about by now, don't you? I thought I was 
rather clever; but, of course, I'm almost always clever! Think back, Andrew. 
Think back to a M:mday morning about one month ago. That was the first day 
of your true awakenment; your first step up the ladder of success. That was the 
morning your first newspaper was de'livered, wasn't it? 
"Now, you're beginning to see the picture, aren't you? It was I who gave 
you that first newspaper and the twenty-seven that f.oilowed, also. They were 
splendid editions, wer.en't they? Not the ordinary run-of-the-mill paper that lets 
you in on what happened the previous day, oh no! They were much, much better 
than that! They told you everything that was going t3 happen on the day they 
were delivered. Net mere predictions either; they told you word for word exactly 
what was going to happen. 
"Again you surprised me Andrew. It on'ly took you thre.e days to figure out 
what those 'crazy-mixed-up papers', as I believe you called them at first, were 
actually trying to do. Came as quite a shock didn't it? 
"Yet, you n.ever questioned the source. Why? You just took them f·or what 
they were and set about putting them to your own use. Of course, that's what 
they were intended for; but, it still puzzles me that you didn't once try to se.e 
who dropped the paper at your door; not that it would have done you any good! 
Were you afraid that deliv.ery would be stopped if you tried to find their source? 




"The only thing that does matter is that you put those papers to good use. 
They were a means of achieving all that you had dreamed of since you ran 
away from home: wealth, success, fame! All you had to do was open that paper 
in the morning and you could become the world's first modern soothsayer. You 
could predict disasters, that wouldn't actuany be predictions, and save thousands 
·Of lives. You could have do11e much for your fellow man, Andrew. Why didn't 
you? 
"Oh, don't misunderstand me, please. I'm not reprimanding you. I was 
really rather pleased at the course you chose to fo'llow. I just wasn't sure that 
you would actually follow my intended plan when I first became your newsboy. 
Everything in this world is so unpredictable. Nevertheless, everything went just 
as I had hoped. 
"Frankly, you were even more anxious for money and the success and fame 
it would bring than I would have ever believed! That paper helped you realize 
those dreams rather quickly, didn't it? It'.s pretty easy not to lose money on the 
stock market if you know ahead of time which stocks are g·oing to increase. It's 
even harder to lose money at the races when you know before the race begins 
which horse is sure to win! 
"Those first two weeks were pretty hectic, weren't they, Andrew? Nothing 
but phone your broker, phone your bookie, pick up your money, pick up your 
money, pick up your money! It was hard, wasn't it? Y0ou had to buy new 
Clothes; move from one expensive apartment to one even more exp.ensive; buy a 
new Ford one day and then sell it and buy a Cadillac the next. You had it very 
rough, my boy! I don't see how you made it through those first couple of weeks! 
"You made one small mistake though, Andrew. Why did you decide to go 
into l'.eal estate? I know it was impossible to lose no matter which way you 
ch::JSe to go but there were so many other fields open to you. When you start buy-
ing property, you become a landlord. When you become a landlord, you involve 
yourself with t.enants-and tenants are people! 
"Let's face facts, Andrew. You never were any good at handling people or 
even at being with people, for that matter. You wer.e never close to anyone 
when you were younger. Your mother saw to that! Y.ou just weren't prepared 
to deal with p_eople and in turn, deal with their lives. I almost wish I could have 
told you but that would have ruined everything. All I could do was to keep 
acting as your paperboy. 
"Do you remember a 'Mr. and Mrs. Randowski?' Think hard now. They 
were that Polish couple who had a little gr.ocery store in one of the buildings 
you owned. Nice couple weren't they? Do you remember what happened to 
them; but then how could ·you? In fact all you prnbably remember about them 
is that they owed you four months back rent. 
"Could you help it if a new supermarket had opened up not two bloocks away 
from their store? Could you help it if they were having troub'le making ends 
meet? Of course not, my friend; you were finally .out of the gutter. All you 
could think of was the money you were making, the fun you were having and all 
the 'friends' you now had. The Randowski's-forget them! In fact, if you'll 
excuse the expresskm, 'to he'll with the Randowski's,' right? If they couldn't 
make a go of the groc.ery business, put them out, for their own good of course, 
and make them try something else. 
"But, you overlooked two minor facts, Andrew my boy: first, there were 
seven little Randowski's and with that many littl.e ones, it's nearly impossible to 
start all over again with nothing! Secondly, Mr. Randowski had an uncon-
tro'llable temper; and, for some unexplained reason. he blamed you for turning 
his family out into the street! Ridiculous, wasn't he? You did it for his own 
good-and, for the money new tenants would surely bring in! 
"It's a shame y.:m slept late that twenty-ninth day, Andrew. If you hadn't 
been up so late having such a grand time with all your new friends, you might 
have gotten a chance to read my twenty-ninth edition. But, of course you were 
pretty tired and decided to sl.eep late. You're a rather sound s'Jeeper, aren't you? 
So sound a sleeper, in fact, that you never heard your bedroom window opened 
or footsteps as Mr. Randowski stole into your room! You never even batted an 
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eyelash when he picked up the pillow that was lying along side of your bed. 
"You see, if you hadn't slept so soundly and if you had ever taken the time 
to read a'll of the paper instead of just the racing sheet and the stock market 
reports, Y·OU might have turned to page 41 and seen a small article that read: 
" 'Mr. Andrew Rennis 
Funeral arrangements are being arranged for Andrew A. Ren-
nis, 28, of 1313 Park Avenue, New York City, who died yesterday 
of a heart attack. He is survived by his mother, Mrs. Randolf 
Rennis of Bellvue, Pennsylvania.' 
"But you didn't, Andrew; so, instead, you've come t.o me. You'r.e all mine 
now! Why don't you move a litt'Je closer to the fire, my friend. Perhaps it will 
drive away the slight chill you seem to have developed." 
The Outer Kidney 








We lived that winter above the tree line; 
It was cold, and we used the fuel, wood, 
For warmth and light. At night we were alone. 
Mornings were used to replenish the fUel; 
Afternoons we reserved for communion. 
First we were two 
Then •One-later. 
When w.e were too 
Tired, I felt 
Happy. And so 
I laughed aloud. 
The lonely laugh 
Of Don Juan? 
Melancholy? 
No! the joy 
Of Life: the basis 
Of eternity: 
The repetitiveness 
Of time compressed 
In an action. 
That was the winter you became too cold 
And left. I wanted to go also; but, 
I lacked your courage: the courage to be. 
Now, on this plain I function alone 
Filtering the filth, depositing si1t 
And bile; knowing of exlst.ence from 
A brush with God, the Bear. 
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The Letter 
By Katherine Lynn Goble 
The surprising aspect ab::mt the whole situation was that no one had written 
him a Jetter in such a Jong time. This thought crossed through his mind as the 
old man stood at his rusty, w2ather-worn mailbox. As he stood there, holding 
the ye'llowed envelope in his hand, his mind tried to grope through the past to 
see who would have written to him. He could think of no one who cared enough 
about him except his mother, and she had been dead for nearly thirty years. As 
he stood th.ere in the wanning sunllght of the late November day, his face re-
flected past experiences and deeds that had reduced him to his now ever-present 
aloneness. He was not especially old in years; he was about forty or forty-five 
years old. However, his sto:iped shoU:id2rs and weather-lined face made him 
appear much older. The Jetter that had so suddenly and mysteriously appeared 
was the first change in his life for quite some time. Always the routine of his 
days was the same-until this particular day. Strange, how only a plece or two 
of ordinary paper could make his heart feel 'lighter and his spirits gayer. He 
almost did not want to open the letter. Opening the Letter would take the mystery 
away. He wanted to prolong the delicious feeling of suspense for yet a while. 
He had th.e sensation of waiting with his breath held for something exciting to 
happen. He decided to wait until after supper to read his 'Jetter. 
Turning to his house which was really more a cabin than a house, the beauty 
.::Jf the hiJls, aflame in the afternoon sunlight, struck him with awe. The sight of 
"his" hills had always filled him with a curious pride . The peop'Je in the town 
below laughed at him and talked about "that strange Jones fellow." They all 
wondered why he continued to hide h'.mse'Jf away in the mountains. The truth 
was that he preferred to Jive alone and in the shacklw of the mountains than have 
companionship and have to put up with the hustle and bustle of life down in th.e 
valley. He did not dislike people, he just pr2ferred the company of his hills to 
human compankmship. 
His cabin had only one room that served as 'Jiving room, bedroom, and 
kitchen. Although small, his house was kept spotlessly clean, and was very cozy. 
As he settled d::iwn to his meal of cornbread and cold potatoes, his mind was on 
the letter. His eyes kept straying to the mantle where he had propped up his 'Jet-
ter. However, he made himself calmly eat his dinner and restrain his curiosity. 
Actually, he would have happily never opened the letter. He would have been 
content to stare at his mysterious Jetter without ever reading or ·1o::iking at the 
contents. He knew that there must be something of importance in the envelope. 
There must be something of imp::irtance to someone; either to him or to the per-
son who had sent him the Jetter. 
When he had cleared away his dishes, he straightened up his room. Lighting 
a pipe, he strolled over to the window and gazed up at the moon, deliberately 
turning his back on the letter. Finally, he o::iuld stand the suspense of not know-
ing what was in that enve'lope any longer. He took two steps and was over on 
the other side of the room at the fireplace. He turned the envelope ov.er and over 
in his hands. The paper was slightly yellow and stained with age, The hand-
writing was unfamiliar to him, and appeared a bit shaky as though someone with 
an unsteady hand had been writing. All that was on the envelope was his name 
"Henry Jon.es," and the town where he lived. Taking out his pocket knife, he 
slid the edge under one corner of the enve'Jope. In his haste he ripped the paper 
a bit. Slowly, he slid the letter out. There was just a single piece of paper, 
folded in the middle. When he opened the paper, he stared at the Jetter for a 
long time. On the paper was an address. The address was: 21 Worthington 
Road, Clarksville. Now, he certainly did not know anyone at that address. 
Clarksville was a town about ten miles away, over the mountains. Again the 
same shaky hand had written the words. As he look,ed closer at the letter, he 
saw some kind of design around the edge of the paper. He peered at that design 
for some time; then he decided to get out his magnifying glass. Looking through 
his magnifying glass he saw intricately inserted in a c'Jever design the words 
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"Help me!" This startled him beyond words. He looked at the words again and 
again to be sur.e that he had made no mistake, but there they were. He definitely 
did not know what to make of this astonishing development. At first he thought 
that perhaps this was some kind of hoax, a practical joke played by some irre-
sponsible person. H::iwever, the more he thought, the more he became certain that 
this was not true. This message seemed to him to be a desperate plea for help. 
Some unfortunate person or persons were in troub1e and were trying to get help 
any way they could. Perhaps they had heard his name while passing through his 
town, and his name was the only remembered one. He just knew that he could 
not ignor.e this letter. He could not pass this evident cry for help off as a joke. 
He did not know what he was g·::iing to do about this matter, however. His mind 
was going around and around in a frenzy of excitement. Here was what he had 
bJen secretly longing for-a change from the ordinary, something different and 
exciting to think about. Maybe this was his chance to do something exciting. 
While he was in such a feverish stage, he could do no clear thinking; so h.e 
decided to wait unti'l the next morning to decide what to do about the letter. He 
car.efully put the letter back on the mantle and g.ot ready for bed. As he looked 
out the window, clouds had obscured the moon. There was a cold wind blowing 
and a snow storm on the way. The wind whistling around the corners of the 
house and rattling the windows matched his mood. 
He got in bed, buLhe could not go to sleep right away. He kept staring at 
the funny colored clouds in the sky and thinking of the strange letter. After a 
long time, just as he drifted off to sleep, his last thought was that there was 
going to be a terrible snow storm, and he had not boarded up his house for winter 
yet. The next morning when he got up, the first thing he felt was the cold. 
Looking outside, the world was white. He had been right: there had been a snow 
storm of gigantic proportions during the night. All at once he remembered the 
letter and the excitement once again welled up in his breast. He knew now what 
he had to do. He must start out to find the address on the letter and help the 
poor unfortunate soul. He felt that was his duty, his one chance in life to do 
s::ime good for someone besides himself. 
He looked at the swirling, driving snow and shivered. The thought of going 
out in that weather made his very bones ache with cold. However, one look at 
his letter and the excitement c:iursing through his v.eins made him warm again. 
He looked around his house and decided he really would not mind if he never 
came back. Ev.en though he loved his hills, he was longing for something to do 
-::ither than just the ordinary hum-drum activities of his present life. 
He gathered up the warmest clothes he could find to wear and put them on. 
He also packed a lunch of co1d bread and cold potatoes. Clarksville was only 
ten miles away, and he would probably reach there be:tlore nightfall. As he went 
out the door he looked baek to see if he had forgotten anything. His eyes fell on 
the letter resting on the mantle. He sure1y must not f·orget his letter! 
As h.e walked along the top of the mountain overlooking his cabin, he felt 
a twinge of mixed sadness and freedom. He was sad to be leaving the house that 
had sheltered him f.or so long, yet he was at last doing something that he had 
always want.ed to do. 
He trudged through the snow for hours on end. Al'J around him was glisten-
ing, glittering snow. He was so cold that he thought his hands would dl'::ip off. 
When finally he stopped to eat his lunch, the bread and potatoes were so frozen 
that he could not eat them. He fell in the sn::iw so often that he lost count of the 
number of times. He was cold, so very cold. 
Night came and he was not even half-way through his journey. H.e was in 
the midst of nowhere. There was no nearby house where he cxiuld stay and get 
warm. The only thought that kept him going was that some poor unfortunate 
soul was in trouble and needed his help. He must help them, he must. By now 
he could not even feel his feet at a ll. His hands hurt so dr.eadfu'Jly. Finally, he 
fell on the ground and could not get up. He fell into a drowsy fitful sleep. When 
he came to his s.enses, the letter came into his mind. He strugg'Jed t o get to his 
feet. He must go to the person in trouble. They were depending on him. 
He went on this way for two days. He picked a few berries that were peep-
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ing out of the snow and ate them. There was s.:imething wrong with his hands. 
They hurt and were numb at the same time. His lungs hurt wh2n h.e breathed. 
The thought of dying would have been very welcome, but the thought of "that 
poor soul" kept him going. 
Finally, <m the third day he came to the top of a hill and saw Clarksvi11e 
down below. He almost fainted for joy. He stumbled down the mountainside 
and into town. The people there looked at him rather strangely he thought. He 
oou1d not know what a sight he made with his frozen hair and beard and his frost-
bitten hands. He was even turning blue. He came into the middle of the small 
town and walked up to one of the men standing there. He painfully pulled out 
his letter and asked for directions to that address. The man said, "Why that is 
the old Morely Place' Nob::idy lives there anymore. Why do you want to go 
there?" 
"Please, will you show me how to get there," he said through his chapped, 
dry lips. 
The man shrugged, then pointed to a road on the other side .of town. "Go 
about a mile down that road, and you will find the place." Henry Jones started 
down the road to help s·::imeone in distress. As he neared the house, he thought 
for the first time that there might be danger. He was certainly in no shape to 
he'lp anyone in danger. His hands were in such a terribly bad condition. He 
w.ent up on the front porch and tried not t:.i make a sound. He opened the door 
and heard the creaking of the hinges. He stood still in the front room of the most 
anapidated oid house he had ever seen. All at once h~ heard a strange creaking 
noise from the back of the house. He cautiously made his way toward the sound. 
He was n.early dead from hunger and exposure. As he opened a door to a back 
room, he saw a little old woman sitting in a rocking chair writing letters on o'ld 
yellowed paper. "Gome in, come in," she cackled. "I've been expecting you. 
Ain't it fun to write letters? I always get a person or two a year to visit me. 
I get awfully lonesome sometimes." 
The Long Alley 
By David Muse 
Paco took the short cut through the alley because it was late. Late and rainy 
and dismal and already growing dark in this northern city where the winter sun 
came up late and set early, or, more correctly, se.emed not to come up at all since 
one knew that it was daytime, only by the gray-white glow of the c'louds over-
head. 
He was late because the number on his social security card that determined 
the hour he picked up his unemployment compensation check schedu'led him for 
four o'clock ·OD Wednesday afternoons. When he had gone for the check this time, 
th2 unemployment office clerk had studied his record book, visibly counting the 
fourteen weeks that Paco had been drawing benefits, and then had looked up at 
Paco as thought to suggest that he did not really wish t·o find a job, but was a 
lazy one, taking the money with lies. And, having picked up the check, Paco 
still had to find someplace that wou1d honor it in exchange for f·orty dollars. 
This was not easy for Paco. He could not bring h.imself to return to •One of 
these places he had cashed a check before, because it was bad enough having the 
unemployment man know he had been out of work for fourteen weeks without 
others knowing it. So, each week, he had to find a new place. He knew he 
might simply have taken the check to the grocery store where Maria bought 
their food, but it was unthinkable to let the grocer know this thing about him. 
Finany he found a place that would honor the check, but by then, it was 
nearly five, the flky dark, the city wrapped in the gloom of night and a drizzling 
rain. Paco's right shoe had a hole and, with each step he took, his f·oot was 
immersed in water, and also with each step, he fervently wished himself home 
with Maria and the little one, where the bare electric-light bU:lb woU!d chase the 
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gloom. He thought of how pleased Maria would be with the unemployment 
money, half of which was earmarked for the rent and the remainder for food 
and perhaps, if enough remained, a new pair of shoes f.or Paco. These w.ere the 
reasons why Paco took the short cut that led him through the narrow alley, which 
was a fu'Jl block long, without a street light .or other illumination to break th.e 
darkness. Entering the long alley, Paco could see in the distance a rectangle of 
yellow where a str.eet light brightened the entrance at the far end. 
He did not fear the alley. He would not have entered it if he had. Paco was 
brave enough where there was a necessity f.or bravery, but also wise where it 
was better to avoid danger. A man with a wife and a suckling child had no 
right to place himself foolishly in the way of danger. The alley was only long 
and dark and dismal, lowering his already sagging spirit-which was not a good 
thing, for in this difficult wor'Jd a man needed all the spirit he o:iuld summon up, 
particularly a man unemployed in a strange, gray city in a strange country, and 
a man with a wife and hungry child, and no friend to help him find a job. 
As Paco walked rapidly toward the welcome rectangle of yellow 'light at the 
end, between overfl:iwing garbage cans and piled cardboard boxes, a cat leaped 
down and slunk across in front of him, and twice he heard unidentifiable sounds 
in the darkness. Dun and depressed as he was, he did not notice the figure in 
the do:irway until he heard it speak. 
"Hey, man, got a match?" Paco heard. It was a rasping voice, the voke of 
someone seeking to seem hard and dangerous. 
Paco skirted wide and continued on his way. 
The figure stepped out into what was not light, but was at least Jess dark 
than the d:iorway. It was a boy of perhaps eighteen, shorter than Paco, who 
was tall for a Mexican, but only average in height for a North American. The 
boy's face appeared in the dim light to be alm:ist luminous. His white skin looked 
like wax from a white candle, spread thin over bumpy cheekbones, forehead. 
and irregular nose. His hair was dark. 
"Gimme a match, Daddy-o," the boy said insistently. He was blocking Paco's 
way, not menacingly but only standingly there ind:ilently, as though his bones 
were s:ift and his muscles could not hold his body erect. 
Paco started to go around him. Then, seeing for the first time the knife in 
the boy's hand, thin and l:ing and g'Jistening, he stopped in mid-stride. "What 
do you want with me?" 
The boy said nothing, only moving the point of the knife in a small circle 
cent.ered around Paco's belly. The boy's eyes were tight and small, like the eyes 
of a snake, and his m:iuth hung a little s'lack. 
"Why do you block my way?" Paco said. He thought of turning and running 
down the alley, back the way he had come. But would not such a boy foH:iw 
him, perhaps, and drive the knife into his back? "Gimme a match," the b:iy 
said. Did boys in this city seek matches with a knife? Yet perhaps it was best 
to give him what he wished. Paco searched his trouser pockets, f·:iund a packet 
of paper matches, and held it out. The boy's hand flashed out and knocked the 
matches from Pac:i's hand. 
"Too late, man," he said. "Y:iu should of given 'em to me when I first 
asked. Now I'm not interested in matches anymore." Paco backed away a step, 
but the boy followed him with two steps, until the knife was nearly touching 
Paco's belly. "Please, I am a po:ir man," Paco said. "I have a wife and child 
to feed." 
"Gimme your money." 
"I have not a job. I cannot give it to you. What would happen to my 
wife?" The knife slipped forward until Pao:i felt the cold tip of it against his 
skin. It was inside his shirt, though he had not heard cloth rip. He wanted to 
beg and plead, while inside of him s·:imething stood off detached and asked him 
what kind of man he had become that he wou'Jd humble himself t:i such a hood-
lum. But it really did not matter, for he read in the boy's tiny black eyes that 
nothing he said would make any difference. So he let his hand cre.ep around 
behind him to his hip pocket and brought ·Dut his wallet. 
He held the wallet that contained his forty dol'Jars unemployment money out 
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toward the boy, his hand shaking, not knowing whether t3 expect a thrust of the 
knife or a quick grab and run by the boy. So, when the boy moved and it was 
his empty left hand that came forward to collect the wallet, Paco did not know 
what was occurring. The wallet slipped from his sweating hand and fe'll to the 
pavement. They both bent to retrieve it at once, Paco with no other th::iught than 
the reflex movement of picking up the fallen wallet. But the boy misinterpreted 
him, for he bent for the wallet and simultaneously 'lunged, and the knife plunged 
forward into Paco's stomach, not cold as its tip had felt against his skin but sud-
denly searingly hot, all the way in, and hot blood gushed out around the knif.e to 
soak Paco's shirt and pants and run down his beHy toward his thighs in quick, 
wet rivulets. 
Oh, Jesus, Maria and the baby! Paco th::iught in that instant. Oh, Maria 
and the baby! What will happen to them and what is happening to me? He 
stagger.ed back, and the knife was turned loose as the boy reached for the wallet. 
The knife protruded from Paco's stomach, blood f::iaming around it. Paco hesi-
tated between anger at the boy and the fear that if he pulled out the knife his 
int.estines would fol'low. But in an instant, his decision was made for him. He 
had lurched back until he was leaning against the r::iugh concrete wan and the 
boy came toward him, one hand extended, ready to retrieve the weapon. 
Then black anger overcame Paco's fear. He feign.ed weakness and imminent 
collapse until the boy was lured into overconfidence. He waited unti'J the hoad-
lum was close, not more than a step or two away. Then in a single swift motion, 
Paco pulled the knife from his wound and drove it home in the boy's neck. The 
thief gurgled once, staggered back, and dropped to the pavement. And Paco him-
self, both hands now clutching his punctured be'ily, slid down until he was sitting 
against the wall. 
I must try for the lighted street, he thought. Waiting here, unless someone 
chances by, I will bleed to death. Even the chance of rupturing the skin and 
displacing my intestines is necessary, better, certainly, than the slowness of bleed-
ing to death sitting here. He felt the warm sticky b1ood between his fingers. 
I must get up and walk, he thought. For Maria and th.e baby and for myself, for 
my own life. 
But the thoughts did not bring him to his feet. He was tired and weak and 
beaten down, not merely by the knifing but by hunger and unemployment and 
shame and the e::intinual grayness of this foreign city. He thought to him.self 
that he must 'iift his body to his feet and walk at any cost, toward the lighted 
street at the end of the alley, but no muscle moved to lift and carry him. Per-
haps if I shout, he thought, someone will b.ear. S:ime passer-by or some::me work-
ing late in one of these old buildings. "Help," he shouted, or tried to shout, but 
his voice came thin and metallic frnm his mouth, echoing 'like an old man's broken 
voic.e fr.om the walls of the alley. 
Then I am going to die, he thought. Al! right, so be it. I cannot get a job 
and I cannot find a way without m:iney to return to my village, for Jalisco and 
the sun are a great distance away and only the rich may trave'J freely. Maria 
will miss me, and the baby, perhaps, someday. But Maria is still young and 
pretty and she will only miss me for a while and then she will find another man. 
Perhaps it wil'J be a North American who will have more money than I. He 
taunted himself with the th::iught of Maria and some pale-skinned North Ameri-
can, but it did not bother him too much. It was a story about someone else's wife. 
"Help," he said. 
Then in the distance, he heard feet running, "Help," he cried again. His 
voice was more cracked and weaker than before. The blo:id was drying now, and 
it was growing darker before him. Th.ere were two pairs of feet and they came 
within his field of vision. They were two young and they looked at him and 
came close to kneel by him. "He's been knifed," one said. "God, look at the 
blood!" said the ·:Jther. "I wonder who d.id it?" the first one said. They looked 
around and spotted the other body, and the first boy went to look at it while 
the second one started t::i help Paco to his feet. The first boy returned, the blood-
stained knife in his hand. His face swam close in front of Paco's, and he held 
the knife in his hand like some sacred object from a church. He was going to say 
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something and Pac:i waited, too weak to listen. "You killed Benny, you rotten 
scum," the boy said. "You killed Benny with his own knife." 
The boy who had been he'lping Paco suddenly let go of his hold and Paco fell 
heavily back to th.e pavem~nt, his head b:iuncing against the wall. So they were 
friends of the boy he had killed. But it did not matter. He was going to die, 
but it did not matter. It was happening to someone else and he was someone 
.else and nothing mattered, not Maria or the baby or someone else named Paco. 
The two boys stood over him with faces filled with hate and anger. "Finish 
him," one of them said. "Let him bleed to death," said the other. "Let him go 
out slowly. He killed Benny." "You crud," one said. "You filthy crud." The 
one who had spoken last drew back his f:iot as though to kick Paco. Then, in an 
instant, Paco felt anger at them and more anger at himself. Was he a d:ig, for 
them to kick to death? He heard a gurgling come to his lips and, agonizingly 
freeing :in~ hand from his stomach, he pulled himself up the wall until he was 
standing on his feet. "Get back pigs," he sa.i.d. "Get back from m.e. Who do 
you think it is that you can kick to death?" The boys fell back a step and, 
waveringly, Paco stooa on both feet, away from the supp.:irt of the wall. He held 
his torn belly with both hands, straining to make himself tall and strong and 
able to stand up and die with dignity. Yes, he thought, that is it-dignity. 
What is a man if he l:ises his dignity? 
"You say I killed y:iur friend," he said. "Yes, I killed him. After he had 
robbed me and put his knife in my belly. With his own knife, I killed your friend. 
And now you two can be heroes and kil'J me if you are men enough." 
The boys stood back and did not look at him but rather stared at the body 
and at the buildings and at their fe.et. "Your friend was a common thief and 
you are pigs." Yet they did not move in to finish him. Paco advanced upon 
them and they fell back a step. Why don't they do it, Paco thought. How Jong 
do they think I can stand here, waiting with dignity? He advanc.ed again and 
they fell back before him. "You are little boys," he said with a challenge. "You 
cannot ki11 me, not unless I turn around and give you my back to stab. Your 
friend was at least brave en:iugh to do it from the front." But still they did not 
come at him, and Paco felt despair. I cannot stand here forever, he realized. 
He saw that they were standing over the twisted body of the dead hoodlum, 
whose hand still held the wallet. Cautiously he bent to retrieve the wa'Jlet, hold-
ing his b.elly with both hands until the last possible sec::md, then freeing one hand 
and prying the wallet from the dead boy's hand. He almost toppled on top of 
the boy and expected to feel the knife plunge into hi.s exp::i3ed back at any s.econd. 
But he did not fall, and gently straightening up, fighting down the pain and nau-
sea, he saw that the two boys had not moved but were staring at him fearfully. 
"Get home," Paco said to them. "Y-::m will not kill a man. A boy perhaps, but 
not a man." 
He turned and wa'lked slowly and carefully, one step at a time, toward the 
far end of the alley and the golden rectangle ·Of light where cars and people passed, 
his ears straining for the s.::mnd of following footsteps. He counted five steps and 
then ten steps, and then it was twenty steps, and still they did not come after 
him. 
Then he heard their footsteps, but they were running in the other dir.ection, 
toward the other end of the alley. He he'ld his b.e!ly as tightly as he knew how 
and walked, devoting his mind only to the next step and not to the end of the 
alley, so that when he had counted fully a hundred steps and looked up, he saw 
that the end of the long alley was within his reach-and that he wolild make it. 
With dignity, he thought. How had you forg.:itten your dignity so, Paco? 
The dignity that your father taught you. How had you forgotten it so that you 
went humbly, hat in hand, f.or jobs and allowed unemployment clerks to stare you 
down and finally were willing to rest and see yourse'Jf die and Maria a widow 
with a child to support? 
With dignity, he thought, with dignity I will walk to the end of the alley and 
find somehow a way to supp::irt Maria and Jive for.ever, or at least as 'J.ong as I 
am fated to live. But with dignity! 
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Kapoc 
By Connie Kilgore 
With rain showering the streets and the alley blackening their tight pants, 
their black leather jackets. the gang listP.ned to the wail of a siren- an ambu-
lance mutuaily cacophonous with the sounds of the city night. This wasn't an 
ordinary city in the United States having an ordinary rain. The gang were just 
a few who listened to the sounds. But the wail of the siren! An ambulance 
racing against a time that signified live or die. Live or die--some people have 
so much to live for while others, such as Charles Newsome of 413 Calvin Ave-
nue, who had deemed 1ife as unnecessary and refused t::i go on living. 
Chari.es Newsome, one hour ago, lay on the bed in the dark, looking at the 
ceiling. The red neon light from the bar across the street flashed :m the ceiling 
-red-darkness- red- darkness. The room which was drab, included a b.ed, 
dresser, and a lamp atop a night stand. reflected Charles' 1ife just as the red light 
was reflecting on the ceiling. Charles began to think--something he hadn't been 
able to do clearly f.or some time. How had this happened? Where had he failed? 
The piils began to take effect- mental cruelty --slowly he was drifting, faintly 
hearing the pounding. 
The siren whinned. People gathered outside the hotel. Th.e landlord, who 
had found Charles, took the orderlies to the room. 
"Just another Joe trying to get his name in the paper," said one orderly. 
The ambulance immediately pulled away from the curb. siren wailing, began 
the timeless race against life or death. 
Charles didn't die, but he was committed to the mental hospital, where Dr. 
Jacob tried to find the root of his problem. In his billfold, one address was found, 
that of his sister Mae Davis. who came at once. Upon her arrival, Mae was 
called to Dr. Jacob's office. 
"What is the condition of my brother? I can't believe that this has hap-
pened, but if you are going to say that he is insane, forget it. I know my brother. 
Dr. Jacob, and I know that he is as sane as you or I." 
"One moment, Mrs. Davis, I didn't say or imply anything of the sort. I 
think that we can help your broth.er. After talking to him, I have c::ime to the 
conclusion that he does not belong here. but I do need more of the details ab::iut 
bis life." 
Within the next hour, Mae told Dr. Jacob Charles' story- "Charl.es as a 
youth was meager and shy. He could never fight his own battles nor could he 
cope with his problems. Since childho::Jd I have always he1ped him. I remember 
the time when the bully next door tried to make Charles pay a dime to walk on 
the sidewalk in front of his house. As it came ·Cut, the bully got a black eye. 
I gave it to him. Char1es was n~ver sure of himself. Why even when he got 
married it was quite hard for him to take that final step. Mary was hostess at 
the Kapoc Tree, where at every opp::irtunity she would pick up a man. Charles was 
one such pick-up, which should have been a warning, but he to1d me that he 
wanted to give her the finer things in life. To my way of thinking, he wanted 
her so she could mak.e his decisions, but, anywa¥, they were married. Charles 
was a barber in his -::iwn shop, so he worked Ulet<)10urs that suited him. Mary, 
who refused to give up her job, worked nights. ~-Dressed in her sleeky, low-cut 
dr.esses, she continued to flirt with the men customers. Charles was very much 
aware of this because he always stopped by at night to see her. He also noticed 
that she began to drink quite heavily and came home later and later, but he 
never said one word to her about it. Mary realized the weakling of a man that 
she had married and filed for div·orce. Divor<:e was granted on the grounds of 
mental cruelty. Char1es went on living in body, but not in mind. One year later, 
Mary, the lowest of creatures, as men put it 'Mary- a good divorcee', was fired 
from her job. S::i what does she do but crawl back to Charles and the fool took 
her in and even married her again. And once again Charles could not satisfy her 
needs, so she files for divorce-mental cruelty. Can you imagine what that 
wou1d do to a man, Doctor? Well, I'll tell you what it did to Charles. He was 
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unable to face his customers, the grocer, even strangers on the street, so he closed 
up shop and dropped ·out of sight and this is the first time I've heard anything 
about him." 
Dr. Jacob understood thoroughly and was even more convinced that Charles 
did n :Jt belong there. 
Mae found a place to stay, which was close to the hospital and ev.eryday she 
visited with Charles and Dr. Jacob. With the help of Mae, Dr. Jacob, and medi-
cine, Charles was re1eased from the hospital in the care of his sister. 
Mae took Charles t :J her home where both she and her husband, Ray, tried 
to get him on his feet again. Ray was very understanding and willing to help, 
but Charles didn't seem to take any interest in anything-he just wanted to be 
with Mae, who gave him security. He would go for long walks with Mae and 
just talk- but primarily about Mary. At h::ime h.e would sit in his room and cry. 
He wou'Jd take a shirt from the closet to put it on and remember that Mary had 
bought it for him. He would put on his belt- Mary had bought that too. Mental 
cruelty. 
"Why can't she leave me aJ.:Jne," h.e screamed at Mae. 
"Charles, why won't she leave you alone? Why can't you let her alone? 
You sit in your room and cry over things that she bought for you and I'm sick, 
sick, sick of hearing about Mary! Do you hear me, Charles? Just plain sick to 
the pit of my stomach. Charles, if you would only get out and do something-
just anything- you wouldn't think of her." 
"Mae, I've tried." 
"No you haven't tried and Y·:Ju're not going to unless I'm behind you pushing." 
"Yes, I know. You always did fight my battles for me. Didn't you, Mae?" 
Charles did try. He tried to work, but he still couldn't face peop'le. He went 
back into his shell- he got up, ate breakfast, then went back to b.ed. Sometimes 
he would watch television or sit on the porch. Where ever he went, he always 
took a small white cushion, that he had bought in Alaska, with him. He just 
stared at the cushion as th:mgh it assured him of something. 
One morning as Mae was c'Jeaning his room she f;H.W the cushion. On the seam 
was attached a tag with the inscription-THIS PILLOW IS STUFFED WITH 
KAPOC, A MASS OF SILKY FIBERS THAT CLOTHE THE SEEDS OF THE 
CEIBA TREE. 
"Kapoc, that's the name of the place where Mary used to work," she mum-
bled. Well I'll just take this and give it to Mr. Newsome and let him know that 
I know why he guards it 'iike a safe, kapoc." 
Charles was sitting on the porch and as Mae approached he jumped up and 
grabbed the cushion from her hands. 
"Don't you ever touch that cushion again!" he screamed. 
Mae broke int::> sobs. Charles had never seen Mae cry before-why Mae was 
strong. His eyes were like glass as he stared at the cushion-kapoc-mental 
cruelty. He turned and ran to his room. He tore the cushion to shreds just as 
Mae came to the door. She saw Charles with an expresskm on his face that she 
had never seen before. The kapoc was flying around like a bird that had just 
been freed from his cage. 
Ship Of Fools 
By Cheryl Adams 
Ship of Fools is a novel C·:Jncerned with people and life. Th.e novel is based 
on a voyage of the ship "Vera Cruz" which sails from Vera Cruz, Mexico, to 
Bremerhaven, Germany. The journey is made in the late 1930's shortly before 
the beginning of the seo:Jnd World War. The passengers on board consist of 
many Germans returning home, a troupe of Spanish dancers, a Swiss hotel-
keeper, a few Mexicans, and 876 migrant workers. The novel develops in depict-
ing the social and racial relations among these passengers, and in telling the 
story of each individual's 'life problem. As the twenty-seven day journey pro-




developed characters people he knows in real life, people he hates and loves. 
Their relations with one another are filled with disgust, pity, contempt, and 
loathing. At the end of the journey no goal has been gained by them; their Jives 
are unchanged. The "Vera Cruz" docks in Bremerhaven, Germany, and the 
passengers disembark. 
Ship of Fools is a powerful, well-written novel describing what Miss Port.er 
sees as man's voyage in life. She presents the petty fallacies, the morbid and 
the ugly side of man. The nove'J is not a pretty book, but life is not pretty. Miss 
Porter does not idealize life or her characters; they are presented realistically. 
The novel dwells upon on.e main theme, but has several others in the stories 
of each character. 
The emotions, passions, and looks of each character are superbly presented 
to the reader by an excellent choice of words. The novel does not preach or 
moralize, but simply relates facts. Conditions among the Jews and Gentile races 
are shown, as well as the high feeling of ethnoc.entrism in pre-Hitler Germany. 
One comes away from the novel without any sense of enlightenment or 
glory. He se.es himself and his friends ·in the book. The nove'J is a moral allegory 
as well as a c9medy of human Jives. Disgust and contempt for the evil in hu-
manity are drawn on by the novel so that the reader sees that he can apply 
th.ese same instances to his world. 
The book offers room for deep thinking and brings new vision to the read-
er's mind. Ship of Fools is truly a thought-provoking novel of our century. 
Ayn Rand's The Fountainhead 
By Elsye Webb 
Ayn Rand, an unprecedented phenomenon in modern literature, like her 
heroes stood alone against the tide of collectivist doctrines. She has now become 
the outstanding champion ·Of freedom and individua'lism. Born in Russia, she 
came to Am.erica at an early age. Starting with the sensational success of The 
Fountainhead, her ideas have gained a wide following, answering a profound 
public need, and leading to the creation of a special school, Nathaniel Branden 
Institut... in N,ew York and other major cities. The Fountainhead, a modern 
classic, is the story of Howard Roark, a bri!Jiant young architect. He has a 
single purpose-to bui'ld his kind of buildings by his own standards. Roark has 
a rival-Peter Keating- a parasite- who gains success through the hard work 
and ideas of Roark. Roark is shocked when he finds that the only girl he loves, 
Dominique Francon, has married his worst enemy. 
Roark is determined to build his type of buildings and will not lower himself 
to design any other style. Roark is a man who is living "before his time." He 
hopes that people will accept his modern ideas. 
Roark has an unattractive personality. He wi!J not be friendly for the sake 
of friendliness; he is selfish; he desires only to be a success in architecture. Noth-
ing else matters to him. 
The Fountainhead is a novel of ideas; a young man in his battle against the 
world's standards and conventions. 
The theme of The Fountainhead is that man's .ego is the fountainhead of 
human progress. Man must have something to reach for; there is no profit in 
looking back into the past. 
The foJ'lowing is a book review by Lorine Pruette in the New York Times: 
"Ayn Rand is a writer of great power. She has a subtle and 
ingenious mind and the capacity of writing brilliantly, beauti-
fully, bitterly . . . This novel is the only novel of id.eas writ-
ten by an American woman that I can recall." 
The Fountainhead by Ayn Rand. Copyrighted 1943. The Bobbs-Merri'JJ Com-
pany and Signet Books. 
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A Book Report On Remarque's Heaven Has No Favorii;es 
By Arlene Walton 
Heaven has no Favorites, published by Harcourt, Brace and Wor1d, Inc., was 
copyrighted 1961 by Erich Maria Remarque, and translated by Richard and Clara 
Winston. 
Erich Maria Remarque gained international recognition with his first novel, 
All Quiet on the Western Front; that story of a German soldier in World War I 
is now a classic. The highly acclaimed works that fo!'lowed thr.ough the years 
firmly established the author as one of the most important novelists of our time. 
Born in Osnabruck, Hannover, Remarque at eighteen was drafted into the 
German army during World War I. Through the hazardous years following the 
war he worked at many occupations- schoolteacher, small-town drama critic, 
racing driver, and editor of a sports magazine- but devoted his own time con-
scientious'ly to the writing of his first novel. Published in Germany in 1928, the 
war epic was an immediate and brilliant success, selling over a million copies. 
Its enthusiastic rec.eption in the United States and throughout the world the fol-
lowing year pr.oved to be the first of many literary triumphs. 
When the Nazis came to power, Remarque left Germany for Switzerland. 
All efforts to persuade him to return were rejected, and, as a result he lost his 
citizenship, His books were burned, and his films banned. He came to this 
country in 1939, and since 1947 has been a citizen of the United States. He lives 
now in P.orto Ronco, Switzerland. 
Erich Maria Remarque's other novels are The Road Back, Three Comrades, 
Flotsam, Arch of Triumph, Spark of Life, A Time to Love and a Time to Die, 
and The Black Obelisk. All but two have b.een made into successful moti-on pic-
tures. Heaven has no Favorites has been purchased for film production. 
Heaven has no Favorites is the story of a strange and desperate gamble 
with death, of a surprising discovery -or iove, and of the unpredictable ironies of 
chance. Erich Maria Remarque's romantic and haunting new novel deals with 
life lived with an intensity possible only to a man and woman acutely aware of 
the relentless running of the sands of time. 
The heroin.e is Lillian, who is beautiful, who is young, who yearns to be 
free, and who is eager for the experiences denied her during three years in a 
sanatorium. The hero is Clerfayt, who is mature, rest'Jess, and a professional 
racing driver in the perilous trade he has chosen to foUow since the end of the 
war. A chance meeting between these two sets in motion a startling train of 
events, beginning with Lillian's defiant escape into the gaiety of continental life. 
The drama that follows involv.es, in addiUon to the lovers, a dozen other 
sharp'ly-ekhed men and women- diverse in personality and background. The 
lines are played out swiftly through a spring and summer-in Paris, Sicily, 
Venice, The Riviera. Th.e shadow from which Lillian cannot escape and the 
sense that Clerfayt is pressing the odds toward disaster give the novel an extra-
-ordinary tension. 
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